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to see him, and he came at 8.30 P.M. We discussed the likeli-
hood of those who were lost on Mont Blanc in 1870 appearing
about this time at the end of the Glacier des Bossons, and
gave him instructions what to do. He assented to go with me
in search." I am fascinated too by the laconism of the end.
Whymper made the foregoing entry on September llth. On
the 13th he writes, " Did not feel at all well towards the end
of the day." After which he locks himself in his room, refuses
to allow anyone to come near him or to see a doctor, and on
the 16th quietly dies. Without, says Smythe, any premoni-
tion of the end.
I once met a nephew of Whymper's. It was at Boulogne,
during the last war. We" were both going on leave, but a gale
in the Channel held up the boat service. I remember him as
the most brilliant metaphysician I have ever argued with in
a high wind. He told me that his uncle was only once injured
in a climbing accident. This was when, mounting the steps of
a lecture platform and possibly over-stimulated by the occa-
sion, he fell and broke a leg !
April 8 Nouueaucc Contes Scabreuoo, No. 10. Based on a
Monday, conversation I had years ago at a suburban dinner-
party. My neighbour, who appeared to be wearing
Gertrude JekylPs gardening boots and looked like one of the
Old Ladies of Llangollen, said, " Tell me, Mr Agate. What is
a sadist? " I said, " Imagine that somebody climbs a tower
and from the top of it pours molten lead into the navel of an
infant pegged out on the ground below. That would be an act
of sadism, and the perpetrator would be a sadist." The old
lady said, " He would have to be a good shot! "
April 10 In the little play at the Gate Theatre called The
Wednesday. Jersey Lily Mrs Langtry is made to allude to
an epoch in which the dressers of star-actresses
were invariably their mothers : " You can't think what a bad
dresser my fiiother would make." The Prince of Wales, to
whom this is said, answers, "Mine would be rather good."
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